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apart for packing soap for export, I observed
hundreds of girls employed in wrapping the bars
and putting them in boxes. One girl would in
the twinkling of an eye take a bar, wrap it in
a thin paper and put it down. Her companion
opposite would instantly take it up, slip it down
a paper-box and adjust the fasteners. Both did
their work in such feverish haste and their
little active fingers moved with such mechanical
precision that I was not surprised to see a regular
pile of boxes got ready as I stood watching them.
One of the heads of departments who conducted us
thought I would naturally be struck by this magni-
ficent display of British skill and industry, and so
turning round questioned me with a look of evident
pride, " Isn't it wonderful ? Just look at the amount
of work these girls turn out! " " Well/' I said,
smiling, " it is wonderful to be sure! But what
strikes me as wonderful is not so much the work
they turn out as their inexplicable' patience and
quiet submission to their lot in life. Fancy, think-
ing, feeling human beings on the threshold of life
consenting placidly to exhaust their force of heart
and intelligence in wrapping bars of soap and ad-
justing fasteners of boxes, morning to night, year in
and year out! This is slavery with a vengeance! I
wonder they don't go mad. I would, I am sure, if I
had to do it for a week." My companions laughed
and shook their heads, and one of them said, " Far
from going mad, they like their work and prefer it
to domestic service or any other work that keeps
them at home. They want above all independence